Chapter Sixty-one
THE LADY OF THE VASE FALLS ILL

The cricket chirps mournfully in the dew
It frightens her as she lies on the autumn pillow.
Her tears moisten the embroidered coverlets.
Lonely she lies, her exquisite limbs are cold.
The night seems as unending as her sorrow.
The rain pours down. The lamp is very dim.
She cannot sleep.
Now the crow cries and the golden pit is cold.

ONE night, when Han Tao-kuo was at home from the
shop, his wife Porphyry said to him: "Through our
master's kindness we have made a good deal of money.
I think we ought to prepare some sort of a feast and invite
him to come. Besides, he has just lost his son and we should
do something to console him. It need not be a very expensive
entertainment, but it should be well 4one. When the people
at the shop see it, they will realise that you are on very good
terms with his Lordship. Such friendships as that between
our master and yourseli are not by any means usual. It will
help when you go to the South,"

"That is just what I have been thinking," Han Tao-kuo
said. "To-morrow is the fifth, but that is not a favourable day.
Why shouldn't we give our party on the sixth? I will engage
two singing-girls and take my card round myself and ask
him to come. At night I will go and sleep at the shop."

"Why should you engage singing-girls?" Porphyry said.
"After dinner, he may wish to stay a while and it will be
awkward if there are singing-girls about. Our neighbour,
Mistress Lo, knows a girl called ShSn. She is young and has
an excellent voice. She has the advantage of being blind, We
might get her to come. We can send her away when we have
done with her."

Han Tao-kuo agreed. The night passed. The next day he
went to the shop and asked Master WSn to write an invitation
card for him. Then he went himself to Hsi-m&n Ch'ing.
"To-morrow," he said, "I am arranging to have a very small

99